offered up that he might be led back into the pathway of light,
and that the Smiling Face might be drawn forth for him from
behind the Frowning Providence. When the man had an epi-
leptic seizure in the High Street, he was not taken to a hospital,
but we repeated to one another, with shaken heads, that Satan,
that crooked Serpent, had been unloosed for a season. Mr
Paget was fond of talking, in private and in public, of his
dreadful spiritual condition and he would drop his voice while
he spoke of having committed the Unpardonable Sin, with a
sort of shuddering exultation, such as people sometimes feel in
the possession of a very unusual disease.

It might be thought that the position held in any community
by persons so afflicted and eccentric as the Pagets would be
very precarious. But it was not so with us; on the contrary,
they took a prominent place at once. Mr Paget, in spite of his
spiritual bankruptcy, was only too anxious to help my Father
in his ministrations, and used to beg to be allowed to pray and
exhort. In the latter case he took the tone of a wounded veteran,
who, though fallen on the bloody field himself, could still
encourage younger warriors to march forward to victory.
Everybody longed to know what the exact nature had been of
that sin against the Holy Ghost which had deprived Mr Paget
of every glimmer of hope for time or for eternity. It was
whispered that even my Father himself was not precisely
acquainted with the character of it.

This mysterious disability clothed Mr Paget for us with a
kind of romance. We watched him as the women watched
Dante in Verona, whispering:

Behold him how Hell's reek
Has crisped his hair and singed his cheek!19

His person lacked, it is true, something of the dignity of
Dante's, for it was his caprice to walk up and down the High
Street at noonday with one of those cascades of coloured paper
which were known as 'ornaments for your fireplace* slung
over the back and another over the front of his body. These he
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